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Article 16

tall men ...
my tall men number far past four
upon nothing they close the
doors of absurd absolutes
or preposterous faith
even these doors they will not close
upon closers
my tall men do not claim the ultimate
or say
yea surely this is true
for he has said it was so
he(whos tall men number only four)
said unto me
i hate all those men
because of what they have done to you
( o bleeding heart)
he (whos tall men number only four)
and claim the only one)
wished to save me
to convert me
from my prodigality
why (he asked) don't you come back and live with us
i sleep under the same roof as you
every night of the week
day of the year
yes

but you do not live with us
you go off to your tall men
you do not go with us unto the church weekly
as you once did
you live with the tall men
not us
he hated the tall men
yet he bought volume upon volume
of their works
and sat and stared at the closed covers
one night he came to me
and asked to visit them with me
we listened to their souls flow out
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and looked upon their creations
and read their thoughts
yet he could not understand
he asked me to explain the souls
of the tall men
and i
i tried in one dimension to explain the soul
of great artists
he could not understand them because
he knew only his four tall men
and shut his. mind to others
and came no more to us
he sat and looked at the volumes
he had purchased
and would not open
would not know
he hated my tall men

... Max Steele

Ghost Story ...
Haunted, haunted, my house of bone,
Cluttered with your absence.
The not of you is memory,
~arking your unpresence.
Clouds and vapors shaped like you
Flood the airy moment.
Separation must be sensed;
My skin is drowned in torment.
Dream awake or dream asleep,
The nightmare is perception.
Desire sees but cannot gap
The hole that is the ocean .

. . . John Murphy
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